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life. Leisure and freedom, coming to him now after he had
supposed that^they had passed him by or that he, in years
and responsibility, had stiffened beyond the enjoyment of
them, brought with them the wonder of a miracle, and
again and again he would be delighted, not by the fruit of
thought, but by the discovery that thought had become
his natural companion. Ballater, returning from the Huis
ten Borgh or from a sketching expedition with Julie, would
ask: "What^have you been doing all day?" and, being
answered with the truth, say that if Lewis had been
writing a book or reading for an examination he could
have understood this determined solitude, but that as it
was	
"What on earth do you do with yourself?" he asked.
But Ballater could be tolerant of a friend who differed
from himself and was amused and made curious by
Lewis's drifting way.
"Julie wanted to come in here with me/1 he said one
evening. "She has an idea that you're hiding from every-
one. I told her she'd better leave you alone."
"What did she say to that?"
"She laughed and asked why—were you asleep?"
"And you said?"
"That as far as I could make out you were in some kind
of a dream of your own. Anyhow I kept her out. I was
right, wasn't I? You don't want her in here?"
Lewis said yes, he had been right; but, hearing in
imagination how Ballater and Julie had laughed together
over him, he understood that his drifting was perilous,
and determined that henceforth he would pursue regularly
the task that had engaged him in the fort. But he was still
without an established routine of scholarship as he walked
with Ballater to the Castle on the evening of Sophie's
birthday.
"Why are you so determined to keep Julie out of the
cottage?''' Ballater asked. "You don't dislike her?"
"No. I don't dislike her."
"Well?"
Against his reason, beyond his knowledge of himself, a

